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How “The Gasburg Gazette” 
Was Named 


On the August museum meeting 
reminder cards, members were 
asked to bring suggestions for 


naming this newsletter. “The 
Gasburg Gazette” was the win- 
ning entry and since it had been 
suggested by three people, a 
drawing was held with Nannette 
Wrede winning a gift certificate 
to the Bento Shack restaurant in 
Phoenix. 


——— Steel 


About Our Museum 


The Phoenix Historical Society 
was founded in 1998 and the 
museum opened for business in 


April of 1999. 


It originally started in a small 
building behind the Phoenix 
Library. Few could find it 
there. In June of 2002 the mu- 
seum building was moved to a 
site in front of the Phoenix Pio- 
neer Cemetery on North Church 
Street, the site of the original 
Presbyterian Church. 


In 2003 an addition was begun 
on the museum, much of the 
work being done by the faithful 
volunteers of the museum. The 
interior of the room was fin- 
ished in 2004 allowing for more 
display space, handicapped 
restroom, small kitchenette and 
a place for monthly meetings. 
Enclosed display cabinets are 


The Gasburg Cazetie 
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currently being built and exte- 
rior siding to match the original 
building is being applied. 


With a terrific cast of volun- 
teers, the museum is open week- 
days from 1 p.m. to 5 p.m. 


The volunteers are honored in 
April with a pizza party. A 
barbecue potluck is held in Sep- 
tember and enjoyed by all the 
members. A Christmas party is 
held in December. In May of 
2005 it was decided to partici- 
pate in the Phoenix City Wide 
Yard Sale to earn money to 
help pay insurance costs. 


It may seem like we party a lot, 
but the volunteers work hard 
and deserve to be rewarded. 


At our monthly meetings held 
the second Tuesday and begin- 
ning at 7:00 p.m. we are often 


privileged to have a guest 
speaker. 


Annual Barbecue & Potluck is 
September 13th at 6:00 p.m.. 
Hamburgers and hot dogs, con- 
diments and drinks will be pro- 
vided. Bring a salad, dessert or 
side dish, your own table service 
and chair. 


Reported by Dorothy Claflin 


lst Barbecue & Potluck 


Dr. and Mrs. Malmgren as written by Charity W. Small, October, 2002 


The Malmgren house still stands 
at 203 2nd Street in Phoenix, an 
example of early Twentieth century 
Federal style with its lovely classic 
portico. Dr. Theodore Malmgren 
was a Swedish immigrant, his wife 
Frederika Hann, Dutch. Dr. Malm- 
gren also owned a stone building on 
the corner of the property just up 
the. This building was used both as 
his office and drug store. The name 
“Malmgren” is carved into the 
beautifully arched lintel of the 
building. 

Dr. Malmgren died in 1929 at 
about age 59. We never heard our 
parents speak of him though they 
may very well have known him. He 


is never mentioned in my mother’s 
letters which she began to write to 
her mother in Michigan in 1923. 
Beverly Stancliffe Reynolds has 
told me though, that she was deliv- 
ered at home by Dr. Malmgren and 
that her sister Barbara was as well. 
Mea. Malmgren, however, was 
very memorable although we really 
knew very little about her. Anyone 
with a foreign accent was bound to 
interest us. In her case, her English 
was flawless and she could even 
correct any grammatical errors we 
made. And nothing constrained her 
from doing so. I suspect that she 
was very well read. She also spoke 


French. 

She liked to tell us stories about 
Holland. My sister Rhoda remem- 
bers that Mrs. Malmgren visited her 
fifth grade class and described life in 
Holland. She loved to tell the chil- 
dren about Holland’s frozen winter 
canals, Everyone skated using 
wooded skates in those days. There 
was always the danger of skating 
accidentally over a fishing hole 
chopped in the ice. The other skat- 
ers would yell loudly to warn such 
skaters so that they could draw up 
their legs to fly over the holes. I 
used to imagine that she came from 
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Reflections of the Early Days of Phoenix—1 851-1887 


A museum is a story teller. In the 
Phoenix Museum the story begins 
with documentations of the humble 
beginnings of Phoenix formally 
known as Gasburg. 

Sam Colver was the first resident of 
Phoenix. In 185] he took up a 
Donation Land Claim. In 1852 he 
built a cabin on his claim and its 
location was across the present 
highway 99 from the big Colver 
house that stands today in the town 
of Phoenix. In 1855 he built his big 
house across the wagon road from 
his first cabin. The big room up- 
stairs of the house was used for 
everything that went on in the 
neighborhood—dances, school, 
spelling bees, debates, church and 
lectures. 

The settlement was called Gasburg 
for over twenty years. In 1855 or 


56 a post office was established with 
S. M. Waite as Post Master. He 
fire plate 
“Phoenix” as the name of the post 
office, but that did not serve as the 
name of the town for over a genera- 
tion or more later. There was a 
grist mill and a saw mill on Bear 
Creek about 1854. In 1856 there 
were approximately 75 or 80 inhabi- 
tants with a carpenter and wagon 
shop, a tannery, saddle and harness 
shop, drug store and a blacksmith 
shop. The biggest and last of the 
Rogue River Indian Wars began 
October 9, 1855 and ended in the 
late spring of 1856. 

The Lindley schoolhouse in Gasburg 
was built sometime in the late fif- 
ties. It stood in about the same 
place now occupied by the Presby- 
terian Church. The first Republican 


took his insurance 


Back Where lt Belongs 


A missing piece of Rogue 
Valley history has returned 
home and is now hanging in 
Phoenix again, this time in 
the Phoenix Museum. 


A beautiful framed and his- 
toric marriage certificate of 
the wedding of Dr. Henry P. 
Hargraves and Florence 
Maude Weeks held at 7 p.m. 
Saturday, April 29, 1899, at 
the Phoenix home of the 
bride’s parents, John and 


Sarah Weeks, who ran Med- 
ford’s Weeks & Orr furniture 
stores for nearly a century, 
was presented to The Phoe- 
nix Historical Society June 
13, 2005. It was received on 
behalf of the Phoenix His- 
torical Society by President 
Dick Croly from the Rogue 
Valley Genealogical Society. 


When Gertrude Piper, the 
only child of the Hargraves 
died, her entire estate went 
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Amsterdam, but I realized later 
that there are many small towns in 
Holland with canals. 

There was something very color- 
ful about her. My vision of her is 
that she dressed stylishly and was 
often draped in shawls. She wore 
hats and gloves and she seemed to 
consider it her job to try to make 
ladies of my sisters and me. One of 
her ideas was that if you wanted to 
have a ladylike walk, you should 
put your toes down first. Phyllis 
liked her because they shared an 
interest in art, particularly Dutch 
masters. Mrs. Malmgren told 


Phyllis that she wanted the interior 
of her house to look like the houses 
in Jan Steen paintings. 
Occasionally Mother took me 

with her when she visited. Gener- 
ally we entered the house through 
the kitchen. Then Mrs. Malmgren 
would lead us into a sunny room, 
probably meant to be a dining room 
where the light poured through 
vines against a many paned win- 
dow. We had tea on a gate leg table 
covered with a lovely paisley cloth. 
I was probably given cambric tea 
which was little more than hot 
water and sugar, but I do remember 


Party meeting was held in the Lind- 
ley schoolhouse May 1856. 

With the Civil War drawing near, a 
full regiment of cavalry was called 
for and in a short time in 186) 
Camp Baker was erected a mile 
southeast of Gasburg on Coleman 
Creek. The war time brought pros- 
perity to Gasburg and the gold 
mines were still booming. 

During the early years, Presbyteri- 
ans held services either in the 
schoolhouse, the Colver’s big house 
or a blacksmith shop. In 1862 a 
Community Church was started 
with the Methodists with hand 
hewed rafters and beams and rocks 
and stones for its foundation Pro- 
gress was slow due to hard times 50 
the Presbyterians took over and 
finished the church. It was called 
the “Little Church in the Pines,” 


up for auction. A woman in 
‘Washington acquired the 
certificate and consigned it 
to an antique store. The 
owner of the Orth House in 
Jacksonville came across it 
and relayed the information 
to Chuck Eccleston, RVGS 
director, who contacted the 
owner. She said to wrap it 
up and give it a Phoenix 
home. And thus, it is now at 
home in the Phoenix Mu- 
seuin. 


that there were very good Dutch 
cookies such as springerle. I have 
never been able to recapture their 
flavor. 

Mrs. Malmgren served her tea 
in lovely porcelain. Since I wasn’t 
supposed to say much unless asked, 
I spent time looking around the 
room. There were Dutch scenes and 
on one wall was a spoon rack with 
pewter spoons. Later Mrs. Malm- 
gten gave Mother two pewter 
spoons telling Mother that there 
was some legend to the stork spoon 
she was giving her. She also gave 
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Compiled by Eleanor Bolz 


located where the museum now sets. 
This church served the community 
from 1862 to 1928 when the new 
church was built on Church and 2nd 
Street where it's still an active church. 
A belfry and 540 pound bell tower 
were acquired in 1901. Some history 
has uot changed, such as the ringing 
of that bell which first rang in 1901 
and still rings for services today. 

By 1884 the railroad arrived in Phoe- 
nix. On December 17, 1887 a south 
bound and a north bound train met in 
Ashland with a big celebration being 
held. This gave transportation to the 
valley to both the north and south. All 
during the 80's Phoenix was a happy 
little town ending the early days. In 
February 1891 Sam Colver was lost 
and died in a storm in Klamath 
County. Huldah Colver lived on in 
Phoenix until her death in 1907. 


Phoenix Historical 
Society Board 
Members 


Dick Croly: President 
Mike McKey: Vice Pres. 


Dorothy Cotton: Secretary 
Dorothy Claflin: Treas. 
Cecil Claflin 


Stan Ferns 
Barbara Isaacs 
Doris Kane 
Mike Wrede 


Volume 1, Issue 1 
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her an exquisite little tortoise shell 
box reminiscent of Holland’s great 
era of trading in the Dutch East 
Indies. While I was in high school, 
she gave me what she called a 
zither. This was an 1890 Columbia 
Zither, actually a phonoharp which 
had lain in her attic for many years. 
Onc year, probably in the late 
1940’s, Mrs. Malmgren wanted to 
show Phyllis, Rhoda and me what a 
traditional Dutch New Year's Eve 
supper was like. She also invited 
Pat Barnum and Marilyn Wright. 
We were invited into the living 
room where I had never been be- 
fore. I'm sure that Mrs. Malmgren’s 
resources were very limited by that 
time. There was no heat—no fire in 
the large fireplace. To me this 
seemed a very austere room. I 
recognized later that the heavy 


furniture was classic in form and 
rather unadorned. There were ori- 
ental rugs on the floor. The fire- 
place was unusually high with its 
mantel piece. This seemed strange 
to me but later in our travels we 
saw such fireplaces both in Ger- 
many and Holland. If there were 
Dutch tiles around the fireplace, I 
cannot remember. 

In the southeast corner of the 
living room were four or five steps 
which led to a door. Another such 
set of steps was in the kitchen. 
Both sets met at a landing which 
was below the stairs leading up- 
stairs. Only once was I upstairs 
where I saw an elegant and modern 
bathroom and a lovely surprisingly 
feminine bedroom. Rhoda has 
mentioned that she once spent the 
night in the Malmgren house, sleep- 


Do You Remember? By Nannette Wrede 


~Wooden Velveeta cheese 
boxes that made wonderful 
containers for your personal 
treasures. 


~When Shredded Wheat bis- 
cuits were packed in layers with 
cardboard liners printed with 
pictures for coloring between 
the biscuits . 


~ When margarine was white 
and had to be colored at home 
with a powder or liquid. 


~Special cake pans for baking 


checkered layer cakes. 


~Ice boxes instead of refrigera- 
tors and the fun of ice delivery 
day when you could get ice 
chunks to suck on and espe- 
cially when you were allowed to 
get up in the back of the deliv- 
ery truck to get your own. 


~A new box of crayons. 


~Driving from Phoenix to Med- 
ford to buy groceries at Piggly 
Wiggly or the Groceteria—a 
major day when the trip in- 


Who Makes the Museum Go 


The Phoenix Historical Soci- 
ety is so fortunate to have 
such a wonderful staff—all 
volunteers ! 


Those members who volun- 
teer keeping the inuseumn 
open weekdays are Eleanor 
Bolz, Pat Caster, Dorothy 
Claflin, Margaret Croly, 
Barbara Isaacs, Doris Kane, 
Lillie Myers, Helen 
Nikodyin, Beverly Renolds, 


and Nannette Wrede. 


The Fearsoine Five, organ- 
ized to complete many of the 
building and upkeep tasks, 
are Dick Croly, Stan Ferns, 
Dick Kane, Mike McKey 
and Mike Wrede. 


And what would it be like 
without the air conditioning 
unit for use during the hot 
summer months donated by 


ing in a pretty guest room. It is 
possible that Mrs. Malmgren had 
only recently been widowed at that 
time. 

Mrs. Malmgren hoped that New 
Year’s Eve that we would dance. 
The older girls knew how to dance 
having gone to U.S.O. dances, but 
everyone was simply too inhibited 
to do much of anything. About 
midnight, Mrs. Malmgren said she 
wanted to start cooking the Dutch 
New Year’s Eve supper of pancakes 
or pofferties. We trouped into the 


kitchen where we found that her cat 


had been lapping the batter. This 
was perhaps not altogether surpris- 
ing since Mrs. Malmgren always 
allowed her cat to eat at the table 
with her. Shortly after midnight, 
Mother turned up to drive us home. 
((Continued on pg. 4) 


cluded a turkey dinner at the 
counter in the Groceteria. 


~The Phoenix Mercantile store 
and all of its containers of 
penny candy, the dill pickle 
barrel and Harry Reames meas- 
uring the amount of cheddar 
cheese wanted from the “Cheese 
wheel” and the vinegar barrel. 


~Any chicken you wanted had 
to be killed and plucked of its 
feathers. 


John Keiser and Cherrie 
Claflin! 


The rneinbership is a vital 
and important part of the 
Phoenix Historical Society. 
Its support keeps the 
vitality of the museum alive. 
Come fora meeting or event. 
You'll have an enjoyable 
time! 
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Dr. Theodore Malmgren 


Remember being in 
bed with measles , 
chicken pox and/or 
whooping cough? 


The museum is looking 
for items of historic sig- 
nificance to the Phoenix 
area that may be loaned 
or donated for exhibit in 
our new, locked cabinets. 


Please contact the mu- 
seum during the weekday 
hours of 1-4 p.m. at 541- 
512-0614. 


We are a 50] Cnon profit 
organization. 


Phoenix Historical Society & Museum 
607 N. Church Street 

P. O. Box 1466 

Phoenix, Oregon 97535 


Telephone (541)512-0614 


Open Weekdays 
1 p.m. to 5 p.in. 


YOU CAN BE A MEMBER of 
the Phoenix Historical Society 
for just $5.00 a year or $10.00 
for afamily. Join now and 
help preserve the history of 
Phoenix and the surrounding 
area. 
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Meeting Night 


finding that poor Mrs. Malm- 
gren was still trying to cope 
with the cat and the batter, 
Mother set about to making new 
batter and frying bacon pieces to 
go in the pancakes. Eventually 
this supper was put together. 
We were all sad that this New 
Year's Eve celebration was not 
all that this lonely lady was 
hoping for. 

Mother looked in on Mrs. 
Malmgren quite often. The only 
complaint Mother had was that 
Mrs. Malmgren had an uncanny 
way of knowing when she was 
going to Medford. Mother was 
more than willing to take her, 
but commented only that Mrs. 
Malmgren was just so slow as 
she often argued with salespeo- 
ple. 

Mra. Malmgren continued to 
try to maintain her house and 
garden. At one point, Mother 
found that she was trying to live 
downstairs in a small room off 
the kitchen, Unfortunately 
there was no bathroom on the 


first level or if there was, it was 
out of order and this created a 
problem. Mrs. Williams, Jimmy 
Williams’s mother, would come 
into help, Eventually Mrs. 
Malmgren was persuaded to 
move into the doctor's office and 
drug store which itself was 
barely habitable. By that time 
she was ill and weak. Mother 
and Mrs. Williams continued to 
visit her and it was Mrs. Wil- 
liams who found her dead in the 
building one morning. 

Mrs. Malmgren apparently 
had an heir, a niece who came to 
take care of the sale of the house 
which was divided into apart- 
ments. My mother was genu- 
inely fond of Mrs. Malmgren 
despite her eccentricities and she 
used to say that she would like 
to have a few of her own ashes 
buried in the corner of the 
Malmgren burial plot, but this 
did not actually happen. A 
large reddish headstone stands 
over the Malmgren graves which 
are marked Theodore J. Malm- 


gren, 1871-1929 and Frederika 
Hahn Malgrem, Died March 7, 
1847. The date of her birth is 
uot given. Perhaps no one knew 
here age. Mother seemed to 
understand the loneliness of this 
very interesting lady and always 
wondered what had brought her 
so far from her home and family. 


